putting your money on. It must have been run by now, too. My fifty francs are as good as in my pocket. . . ."
The boss shrugged his shoulders and dug his nails into his palms behind his back.
" If you don't mind, you can talk about all that later on. Until then, this is a painting studio here, not a betting booth."
He disappeared into the back shop.
Meanwhile Wazemmes was edging his way through the racecourse crowd. The racing itself did not interest him very much. It mattered little to him whether it was Lari-pette, Jiu-jitsu, or Bastanac that passed the post first. When he thought of his comrades, it was to regard them as poor devils, afflicted with a rather ridiculous mania. As it was he who kept their accounts, he could not help realising that in the long run none of them made money. The luckiest, for all their boasting, lost, by betting, a score of francs a month, or nearly the equivalent of three days* wages ; not to speak of their shares in Wazemmes's travelling expenses, and the odd tips they gave him when they had a good day. To come and bet on the spot, when you had leisure, money in your pocket, and ptoper clothes - nothing could be better. What struck him as silly was paying for the fun of the fair at a distance.
The animation of the course amused him, in default of anything more exciting. But you met too many feverish, badly dressed gamblers. Wazemmes did not like their sickly, worried faces. He hated the eternal repetition that he overheard: " For the last three months Sosth&ne has lost his form " ..." I tell you that if Kazbek would exert himself, he couldn't be beaten."
Later, when he was rich, perhaps he would frequent the paddock — with a very elegant actress on his arm. One would glance at the new season's fashions. Across the intervening top-hats, one would see the striped jackets of the jockeys. Nobody would be so ill-mannered as to look anxious. It was true that in ten years horses would be out

